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'YE iver go to a
base ball game?”
asked - Mr. Hen-
nessy.

“Not now,” said
Mr. Dooley. 1
haven't got th' in-
telleck f'r it.
Whin 1 was a
vyoung fellow
nawthin' plazed
me betther thin to go out to th' ball
grounds, get a good cozey seat in th’
sun, take off me collar an’ coat, an’
buy a bottle iv pop—not se much, mind
ve, f'r th' refrishment, because I niver
was much on pop, as to have somethin’
handy to reprove th' empire with whin
he give an erronyous decision, Not
only that, me boy, but I was a fine
amachoor ball player mesilf. 1 was
first baseman th* Prairie Wolves
whin we beat th' nine iv injine com-
pny 5 be a scoor iv four hundherd an’
eight to three hundherd an’' twinty-
five.
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“It was very close. Th' game started

just afther low mass on a Sundah
mornin’ an’' was ealled on account iv
darkness at th’ end iv th' foorth inning.
T knocked th’' ball over th’' fince into
Donovan's coal yard no less thin twelve
times. All this talk about this here
young fellow Baker makes me smile.
Whin 1 was his age 1 wudden't count
annythin® but home runs. If it wasn't
a home run TI'd say: Don’t mark it
down,” an' go back an' have another
belt at th' ball. Thim were th’' days.
»
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“We usen't to think base ball was a

science. No wan was very good at it
that was good at annything else. A
young fellow that had a clear eye in
his head an’ a sthrong pair iv legs
undher him, an’ that was onaisy in th’
close atomysphere iv th' schoolroom,
d'ye mind, an’ didn't like th’ pro-fis-
syon iv plumbing, was like as not to
jine a ball team. He come home in th’
fall with a dimon in his shirt front an’
a pair iv hands on him that looked
like th’ boughs iv a three that's been
sthruck be lightnin’, an’ he was th'
hayro iv th' neighborhood till his
dimon melted an’ he took to dhrivin’ a
thruck. But ‘tis far diffrent now-
adays. To be a ball player, a man has

Special Correspondence of The Star.
NEW YORK, May 4, 1912.

F anything here
following should
denote a condition
of acute mania on
the part of the
writer hereof let
it be attributed to
the fact that it is
being written in a
room of an apari-
ment overlooking
one of those hol-
low-echoing,
pandemonjumish New York apartment
house ecourtyards.

The humble scrivener hereof hath
been engaged In trifling little literary
activities in the aforesaid room over-
looking the said booby-hatch court-
yard since a reasonably early hour this
forenoon, and it 1s now close upon bed-
time.

No, it is not a tenement hotise. 1t is
an apartment house, just to 1live in
inerely middling and moderate quarters
in which tears a monthly chunk out of
the bank roll precisely as if the same
had been messed up by a Whitehead
to do. If this should seem difficult
to believe, in view of what may follow,
let it be explicitly stated that it is an
apartment house only a very few doors
from Riverside drive.

The courtyard is square, large, deep
and high, and it is the abode of echoes
such a®s no canyon in Colorado or
Arigona ever was or ever will be. The
gabble-gabble of the handmaidens en-
Eaged in getting breakfast in kitchens
overlooking the courtyard began to
«cho with the hard pedal In constant
use as early as 7 o'clock this morn-
ing, when these eyes still were pad-
locked in slumber. The chatter con-
sisted of observations in Finnish, Lap-
landese, Scandihoolihan of all brands,
Afro-Americanese. Slavonian, Rou-
manian, Coptic, Yiddish and Milesian.
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The Milesian young person of the culin-
ary department was complaining loudly
to this essence:

“Phwat d'youse t'ink? Me bustin’ me-
eelf wide open gittin dinner f'r ‘em las’
night, an’ they tillyphonin at sivin
o'clock at night and they ain't coomin’
h;.-mez f'r dinner! Phwat d'yvouse t'ink o
that?”

I don't know to whom she was ad-
dressing her plaintive observations, un-
less it was to Mde. Echo herself. Cer-
tainly it was Mde. Echo who took up her
remarks and disseminated them.

And so I reluctantly abandoned bed.

It was just as well. I'd have had .to
do that within & few minutes any-
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to hav' a joynt intelleck. Inside base
ball, th’ pa-apers calls it, is so deep
that it'd give brain fever to a pro-fissor
iv asthronomy to thry to figure it out.
Each wan iv these here mathymatical
Janiuses have to carry a thousand
mysteryous signals in his head, an’
they’'re changed ivry day an’ some-
times in th’' middle iv th’ game. I'm
sorry f'r th’ poor fellows. In th’ old
days whin they were through with th’
game they’d maybe sthray over to th’
Dutchman’s f'r a pan iv beer. Now
they hurry home to their study an’
spind th’ avenin' poorin’ over books iv
allgibera an’ thrigynomethry.

“How do I know? Hogan was in here
last night with an article on th’
‘Mysthries iv Base Ball." It's be a larn-

later. Like all janitors of his species,
he talks to himself; rumbles, I should
say, and he is always filled and sur-
charged and overflowing with wrath.
This causes him to treat the garbage cans
as If they were his personal enemies. He
rages at them. He hurls them about.

A Danish janitor and a hundred gar-
bage cans being juggled in an echoing
courtyard at a quarter past seven in the
morning—nunno, nunno, there is noe ne-
penthe, no balm in Glilead! He storms
at the dumb-waiters which carry the gar-
bage cans up and down, he howls and
rages at the handmaidens who do or
don't attend to the dumbwaiters carrying
the garbage cans. It is the n t thing
to great gum Pra.cuce on a -0’-war
that the chronicler hereof ever heard or
ever will hear. The deep, insistent, In-
cessant guttural of the north European,
the galvanized garbage cans being merci-
lessly thrown at the granolithic ﬂncﬁlnx.
the derisive jeers of the handmaidens
leaning out of their kitchens lending a
sort of parro keet chorus to the horrible
ratapan of barbaric discord—to hear it
just once is to forget it newver.
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There is breakfast. Breakfast partaken
of to the obligato of the tumult as of
battle in the courtyard. There can be no
conversation at the breakfast table, The
tightly closed windows utterly fail to
shut out the wild, hideous inharmony of
the echeoing courtyard.
After breakfast, a few moments of
calm while the janitor is out front polish-

ing the brass We settle down
to write in the room ow the in-

window, we see a disheveled group of
nine fat, waxy-looking Teutonic players
of brass instruments, lined up In their
dingy, dirty uniforms, in the courtyard,
dishing out sounds that no dope-mad-
dened Chinese orchestra ever equaled or
ever could equal—and this, let it again be
repeated, at 8 o'clock In the morning!
Why? We like to answer these easy
ones. Because the janitor gets his bit.
1f there is anybody imbeclle enough to
toss out a coin or coins to the unspeak-
ey-band the janitor shares the

bunches of poom-
tousled-haired male
persons in their night shirts appear at
windows,
"
® ®

‘““Take that noise outside!” they howl;
their sepulchral, sleepy volces echoing
maddeningly through the court.

Others, however, llke the discord. They
toss coins to the jakey-band and request
favorite selections of a ragtime character.
The “‘musicians" da to the desires of

you ever hear a
of American ragtime?
mornibg,

‘s
AT tlock of & dark, slosmy
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ed man. Here it is: “Th’ ordhinry ob-
sarvare, or lunkhead, who knows naw-
thin’ about base ball excipt what he
larned be playin’ it, has no idee that
th’ game as played today is wan iv th’
most inthricate sciences known to man-
kind. In th’ first place, th’ player must
have an absolute masthry iv th' theery
iv ballistic motion. This is especially
thrue iv th’' pitcher. A most exact
knowledge iv mathymatics is required
f'r th' position. What 1is vulgarly
known as th' spit ball, on account iv
th’ homely way in which th’ op'rator
procures his effects, is, in fact, a solu-
tion iv wan iv th’ most inthricate prob-
lems in mechanics.

“*‘Th’ purpose iv th' pitcher is to pro-
jiet th' projictyle so that at a pint be-

in the courtyard of a New York apart-

ment house? The master of revels of
Tartarus might dope out something more
awesome &nd terrible, but he’d be hard
put to it so to db. The bawlers in the
night shirts reemaln at their windows,
shaking their fists and howling. They are
jeered and derided by the wide-awake
coin-tossers, who have an appetite for the
Teutonic brand of ragtime at 8 o'clock in
the morning.

And we try to write! It is a rosy life.

The jakey-band plays five or slx ‘‘se-
lections,” then departs, reluctantly.

Then the baby begins. Probably the
baby has beem going all the time, only
its music couldn’'t make itself heard
above the poom-pah-ing. That is
strange, too, for it is music with the
penetrative powers of a steel-cutting
cleaver.

The baby, it is judged, is teething or
has a pin sticking in it, or reguires a
drink of water, or something. It walils
a whilee Then 1t howls. ‘Then it
shrieks. Then {t walils some more.
Then it bawls with all {ts might. The
baby must, of course, be kept in a room
directly overlooking 'the courtyard, so
as to make several hundreds of people
aware of its presence. It would be im-
possible to keep the baby in one of the
front rooms, not  on the courtyvard,
where its sorrows would only be made
known to its immedlate owners and
perhaps to the folks living in apart-
ments on elther side.
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So it wails and moans and shrieks
and howls and bawls.

“suat oop! EShat oop!” we hear the
Finnish nursemaid say to the baby.

Buggestion repudiated with scorn and
wrath by the baby, which goes right
on.

We resolve to try mental sclence. We
solemnly assert unto ourselves that
there isn't such a thing as a baby on
earth or in the waters beneath the earth.
We declare unto ourseives that that
which we hear, which we have foolishly
been imagining to be the raging of a
baby, is an aggregation of sounds built up
and developed purely by our imagination;
we endeavor to conjure ourselves into be-
lleving that it is because we are “out of
tune with the harmony of things” that
we are being tortured by the riotous vo-
cal manifestations of the baby.
ton doesn’t wor:’ t(:-lt- The baby declines

mt. us. m mm.
there are new difficulties to overcome.
wh.nn.I?u and ytt.iunl in.:h how
eup c e
of the baby, nmu to accustom

scheme to an extent that permits us
to write almost four or five words of an
article that we've got to have done by
neon under severe financial penalties—
when a lot of other things begin to hap-
pen that cut in on our system.

There is a mighty, long-drawn, broken
blare from a battered cornet at a point
in the courtyard directly beneath the win-
dow at which we work. It sounds like a
sour. The blast

tween his position an’' th' batsman th'
tindincy to proceed on its way will be
.countheracted be an impulse to return
whenee it come. Th' purpose iv th'
‘batsman is, afther judgin' be scientific
methods th’ probable coorse or thra-
jecthry iv the missile, to oppose it with
sufficyent foorce at th’ proper moment
an’ at th' most efficlent point, first to
retard its for'ard mogement, thin to
correct th' osscylation, an’ fin'lly to
propel it in a direction approximately
opposite fr'm its original progress.
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““This, I am informed, iz technically
known as ‘pastin’ th’ ball on .t_h' nosae
(or -bugle)." In a gr-reat number iv
cases which I obsarved th’ experiment
iv th’ batsman failed, an’ th’ umpire
was obliged so to declare, th’ ball hav-
in® actually crossed th’' plate, but
eluded th' (intinded) blow. 1In other
cases where no blow was attempted or
even meditated I noted that th’ umpire
erred, an’ in gin'ral I must deplore a
gin’'ral lack iv thrained scientific ob-
sarvation on th’ part iv this officyal
He made a number iv glarin’' blundhers,
an’ I was not surprised to larn fr'm
a gintleman who sat next to me that
he (th’ umpire) had spint th' arly part
iv his life as a fish in th’ Mammoth
cave iv Kentucky. I thried me best
to show me disapproval ilv his onsci-
entific an' infamious methods be hittin’
him over th’ head with me umbrella
as he left th’ grounds.

“‘At th’ requist iv th' iditor iv th’
magazine, I intherviewed Misther Bugs
Mulligan, th’ pitcher iv th’ Kangaroos,
afther th’ game. I found th’ cilly-
brated expert in th’' rotundy iv th’
Grand Palace Hotel, where he was
settin’ with other players, polishin’ his
finger nails. I r-read him my notes
on th' game an’ he expressed his ap-
proval, addin’ with a show &t laste iv
enthusyasm, “Bo, ye have a head like a
dhrum.” I requested him to sign th’
foregain’ statement, but he declined,
remarkin’ that th’ last time he wrote
his name he sprained his wrist an’
was out iv th' game f'r a week.’

& L]
= 3
“What'd I be doin’ at th’ likes iv.a

game llke that? T'd come away with
a narvous headache. No, sir, whin I

blasts of the battered cornet in between.
Looking out and upward, ane sees the
faces of sad-faced, ill women pressed
hopelessly against the panes. They have
to stand it. They can't get away from it
They live in & New York apartment
house. And the janitor gets his bit from
the umbrellas-to-mend man.

The parachute fixer goes away after a
while, and there follows the comparative
silence, which seems actually blissful
after what has been happening, of the
mere acrid chatter of the kitchen girls
talking to each other from their kitchen
windows; criticising their mistresses with
the greatest Iimaginable freedom and
gusto, while the mistresses presumably
are only a few rooms away in another
part of the apartment.

We settle to write again.  The jabber
of the handmalidens, sharp as it is, seems
by comparison the mere whispering of
night-winds through aspen leaves. Then,
of a sudden, the courtyard echoes with
the ringing of a huge hand-bell. Kee-
lang, kang-kee-lang, kee-kang-kee-lang!
it goes, thrust back and forth by =a
brawny hand; and “Sharpena de knife!”
is howled in a husky Sicillan voice to the
accompaniment of the clangor. The
kitchen maldens throw out carving knives
tq the clump of grass in the middle of the
courtyard and the knife-sharpener sets up
his wheel and begins to whirl it. It
cnl-lel.ka horribly for the need of a drop of
oil.

While it still is cresking the two young
women in different apartments overlook-
ing the courtyard who are practicing vo-
cal music swing into action. almost syn-
chronously. Bdth choose scales to start
with; dut, 1} , both can’'t be ex-
pected to choosé scales in the same key.
Thelir piping, metallic vole& vold of even
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This goes on uninterruptedly for about
half an hour before there is a diversion.
The diversion comes in the shape of two
bull-voiced rufflans, grown men, who, with
the consent and connivance of the jani-

tor (who gets his cut), slouch into the
court and

:nn;- :'unln 20 a8 l:; give out the

on that someth equaling horror
the Titanic disaster has just oceurred
somewhere, and it up with the
scarifying “Wux-traw! uxtraw!” until
heads n to appear at windows and

the nickels begin to drop at thelr feet.
They've been getting away with this

sort of thing for vears, and they always day
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take a day off, I take a day off. I'm
not goin’ te a base ball game, I'm
goin’ to take a bag iv peanuts an’ spind
an afthernoon at th' chemical labry-
tery down at th’ colledge, where there’s
something goin’ on I can undherstand.”

“0, ' sure,” sald Mr. Hennessy, “if

AN'HF WAS .\
THLHAYRO IN R
TH NETCHEORAOOD

'twas as mysteeryous as all that, how
cud Tom Donohue’s boy Petie larn it,
that was fired fr'm th’ brothers’ school
because he cudden’t add?”’

*

& X
“Well, I dinnaw,” said Mr. Dooley, *“I
thought iv that th’ last time he was in
here., I'd been readin’ a ~ticle be

where nobody ever learns anything nor
wants to learn anything.

*®
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Scarce have the “Wux-traw” shouters
departed with their harvest before a mis-
erable little snipe of a crafty-eyed, seven-
year-old boy, artfully ragged for what's
in it, takes up his position on the grassy
mound in the courtyard and begins to
pipe, in a manner shockingly like the
mawkish singers of ballads in the music
halls, some blubbery ballad. He is a
foxy little codger, who, with the ald of
his ragged make-up and his pitiful as-
pect, artfully devised, picks up as high
as $8 and $7 a day in the courtyards .of
New York apartment houses by whining
the maudlin songs of the hour. He sticks
in the courtyard until the flow of silver
from the windows ceases—and then gets
into a shadowy corner with the janitor
and slips that out-for-the-dust function-
ary his bit.

Why proceed? The hucksters begin to
come early in the forenoon; the other
young woman practicing ‘“‘for grand
opera’’ gets the job; the husky bum:
with the rdion swings along and
makes his maddening sounds; the blithe
ice men chatter volubly and generally
profanely for half hours at a stretch with
the janitor, u:td it l:. all repeated ;.11 ;::ver

hour after hour, through the live-
my—and all the time the baby never
gets its mind off the job for a minute.

As Chuck Conners once told us: “Aw,

writin’ ain't no bisness!" -
CLARENCE L. CULLIEN.

A True Optimist.

ROF. HORATIO PARKER, the com-
poser of the opera of “Mona,” which
won the Metropeolitan Opera's ten-thou-
sand-dollar prise, said at a recent dinner
in his honor:

“] am optimistic as to the future of
American music—es optimistic almost as
Flyte. :

“Flyte, you know, bought a ticket in a
raffie for'an aeropiane. The raflle wasn't
to come off for & month, but the very
next day a carpenter was seen wending
his way with a bag of tools toward
Flyte's house.

“ What job do you want done, sir?’ the
carpenter asked on his arrival.

“*] want you,” Flyte replied, ‘to build
me & nice hangar in the back yard."”

Taking His Medicine.

ARRY FURNISS, the English humor-

ist, was talking t0 8 New York re-
porter about: America’s wonderful cap-
tains of industry.

“But a captain of industry,” said Mr he

Furniss, *is, on the last analysis, just a
man with sense enough to get other peo-
ple to do his hard, unpleasant work for
him.

“I know a little boy who will probably

grow up to be a tremendous captain of
industry. His nurse said. to this boy one

*“‘Come, Tommy, take your dose of
jalap litke & good child, without making
any further trouble. Your father says
he’ll give you five cents if you do.’ :

I tell ¥ what, nurse,’ sald the
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Pro-fissor Slapgood, an’ I har'ly knew
how to addhress th’ young scientist,
though ’tis not so manny years since
I chased him away fr'm in front iv th’
place with th’ hose. I'd lost thrack iv
him since he left home, so I says: ‘L
suppose ye've studied hard,” says I,
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‘since I seen ye last,’ I says. ‘How long
a coorse iv science did ye take befure
yve enthered th’ profiisyon? says 1
‘Put ’em lower,’ says he. “‘Th’ sun’s in
me eyes,’ he says. ‘Well,’ says [, ‘where
did ye larn base ball? I says.. “In th’
back vard, with a bed slat an’ 2 woolen
ball,’ he says. ‘Thin it ism’'t thrue ye

o

<
L)

Gt adoalr ey Qe Qrledrdl

ITING humor for a living

doesn't appeal to every one.

Recently a Washington busi-

ness man halted a friend on

the street and conflded to him

the fact that “my fool son" had made up
his mind to be a humorist. It seems
the boy had told a funny story in such
a manner as to provoke a laugh in a
crowd and it had turned his head to
such an extent he believed nature had
intended him to be a second Mark
Twain or a Josh Billings—"only they're
dead ones, now,” he told his father,
“and 'm a live one.” :
‘““Here is the way I look at it,”” said
the father to the friend. *“Writing hu-
mor is all very well when a fellow has
made a name, but Tom is too bright to
waste his young manhood days at the

trade. 'I don’t like the idea of him
starving in a garret just when he is
at an age to pitch in and help me.
Now, what can I do to sidetrack this
ambition of his?” A

The friend’s name was Jones, and it
is quite well known that many men

having Jones for a name are gifted
with Ildeas. This particular Jones was
a wonder. In five minutes he had

evolved a plan.

“Does he know how funny magazines
are conducted?” he asked. '

“Not a bit.”

“Well, send him to my office tomor-
row, and T'll give him the first dose of
medicine toward a cure.”

*
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Young Tom had never heard of Jones,
this particular Jones. BSo when his fa-
ther handed him a note, signed “John
Jones, editor of the Rib-Tickler,” and
asking for an interview with him, he
very carefully parted his hair, polished
his shoes and brushed his clothes. At
10:15 he presented himself. :

He ‘found himself ushered by a small

_ boy into a room almost bare of furnish-

ings. A rickety kitchen table and two
chairs, in fagt, was all the room con-
tained. The walls were adorned.with lith.
ographs and cheap spatterings of paint.
To him it was an ideal editorial room
rorhl..dhumorom magasine. It was what

‘Mo X grunted *“Editor’” Jones.
“Tet's get right down to business. Many
think humor is machine made. It isn’'t.
Real humor is spontaneous. I'll have
you write something for me; write it here,
vou know. Your father speaks highly
of you.”

“What first?”’ asked Tom, believing he
could do anything. i

“A burlesque; make it so ridiculously
funny it will sell the edition even if all
the other stuff is rot.”

Tom's eyes grew big. Was this the way

t men had become great? . Why, he

te
he never tried? Mentally " frantic,
with brain in chaetic state, knowing now,

P

wint to Heidelberg whin ye left here?
says 1. ‘I miver heerd iv th' team, I

wint as substichoot sicond base on th’

Baryboo nine, an’. thin was thraded to
Cedar Rapids,' he says. ‘This here
pa-aper,” says I, ‘says ye pitch a
wondherful ball that ye projooce be

disturbin’ th’ relations iv th’' radyus iv
th’ ball to th’ circumference,’ says I.

‘How about it? ‘It thrue,’ says he.
‘He’s thryin’ to tell ye in simple
language about th' old spitter. Ye

see, it's this way, old hoss: On some
days I can peg it so it crosses th’
turkey like a poached egg, an’' Ty
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Sidetracking the Boy’s Ambition

Y X

that his bellef of capability had been but
boast, he chewed his fountain pen.

What on earin could he write about? -
And there was “Editor” Jones gazing at his

him critically and cynically, with the
eager, hungry, longing look of a spider
for a fly, and thinking, Tom supposed,
that he would pot do.
E
* ¥
But the luck of youth was with him.
He wrote what he thought was wanted.
In half an hour the sketch was finished
and submitted. . The work of this short
time was wonderfully weird and weirdly

wonde '‘ful. He felt sure it would be ac-
cepted.
“The idea,”” said Jones, reading the

draft without a smile on his face; *‘the
idea is old. Won't do. Try a spontanedus
joke.”

Tom's heart felt sore, but he was
buoyed by the chance to try again. He
tried hard. Jokes do not come at the bid-
ding of any man. But inspiration eame
once more, this time in the sound of a
boy’'s whistling.

Editor—Here, boy; I don’t pay you for
whistling. 2
Urchin—Oh, that's all right; I don't

charge you nothin’.

“I think you get better as you go on.”
remarked Jones, striking a match to the
editorlike corncob pipe he was smoking.
‘““That strikeg me as being good because
'_'well, m m.
famous joker. You might have heard
of—— Oh, very well; we won't take up a
oo‘gu of history. Bver write poetry?”

u'i’
t-h"wal. dsah off a humorous quatraln,
en.”

Tom galvanized his wits and wrote the
verses asked for—that is, the best he
could do in that direction. He submitted
his lines: °

Don't take, I pray, a pen in hand

To dash off sense or funny
"Till you've a bankbook at command—
* A poet makes no money.
At last he had Jones laughing, and

Tom thought he had hit the mark so far
missed. *‘Ah, that's very true,’ mur-
mured Jones. “Very true—a makes

no money. And no wonder, if you call
that stuff poetry. And, pardon me, I
don't call it humorous—not at all a laugh-
ing matter.”

‘“Then I've falled in everything? asked
Tom and choleed down the burning sob
which mounted to his throat.

't’t

“I'll give you one more trial. Write
up a love'story—one dealing with perfect
happiness. Make it funny and brief—
it's bound to be funny if you fill. the
‘happiness’ part.”

Tom thought it would be funny if he
could write a love story. Still, others had
done it. So, scarcely thinking, he wrote:

Joe and Jack loved Maude, She
chose Jack. They were wed, and
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ETER DUNNE

Cobb cudden't hit it with a snow shaewel,
That’s th’ day I've got th’ smoke on
to it. Thin another day, whin I feel
Just as good as tver, tvrything I toss
across looks like a thrunk covered with
electhric lights. That's tb* afthernoon
I take me girl f'r a walk What's th*
name iv that fellow that wrete th’
article ye was readin't says ha. “What
d'ye want to know €r7 says .. T want
to find eut how I do it whia I de it,
an’ why I don't do it whin I don't’
says he.

]
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“I ast him about th’' science Iv bat-
tin". He said it was (n hittin’ on'y th’
good wans. His idee th* mathy-
maticks iv fieldin’ was niver to thry to
catch a ground ball with th’ ankle or
a fily ball with th’ nose. "Whin,’ says
I. ‘d’ye pitch best? ‘A day or two,
says he, “hefure I sign me conthraet.’
he says. 1 asked about his thraisin’.
It is simple but severe. Afther break-
fast he goes to dinner. His dinner is

iv

usually intherrupted in th’ middle iv
th’ fifth pie be th’ sumrthons to th’
game. Afther th’ game he goas to
supper. Afther supper he sets in =a

rockin’ chair in front iv th' hotel till
th’ manager goes to bed, whin he an’
th' other athleets sojourn to a raths-
kellar. He 18 invaryably in bed befure
th’ manager gets up. In return f'r all
their suff'rin’, these hayroes ar're
threated like white slaves. His sal'ry
is on'y nine thousand dollars a year,
an’ f'r this he is often compelled to
pitch ivry other week,

“That’'s all T cud get out iv him, an'
there ye ar're. I know no more about
th’ subjick now, at th’ end iv me in-
vistigation, thin Willium Alden Bmith
knows about steamboats anticebergs.

*
& %

“Annyhow, 'tis a gr-rand game, Hin-
nissy, whether ’'tis played th' way th’'
pro-fissor thinks or th’ way Petle
larned to play it in th’ back yard, an’
I shudden’t wondher if it's th' way he's
still playin. Th' two gr-reat American
spoorts are a good deal alike—polly-
ticks an’ base ball. They're both played
be profissyonals, th’' teams ar-re p=run

. be fellows that cudden’'t throw a base

ball or styff a ballot box to save their
lives, an’ ar-re on'y inthrested in sount-
in’ up th’ gate receipts. An’ here ar-re
we settin’ out in th’ sun on th’ blsach-
ing boards, payin’ our good money f'r
th’ spoort, hot an’ oncomfortable but
happy, injyin' ivry good play, hootin’
ivry bad wan, knowin’ nawthin’ about
th' inside play an’ not carin’, but ail
jinin’ in th' ery iv “Kill th’ empire.’
They're both gr-rand games.”

“Speakin’ 1iv pollyticks,” sald Mr.
Hennessy, “who d'ye think'll be illet-
ed?™

“Afther lookin’ th’' candydates over.,”
sald Mr, D?oley. “an’ studyin’ their
qualifications carefully, I can't thruth-
fully say that I see a presidintial pos-
sibility in sight.”

(Copyzight, 1912, by Finley Peter Dunme.) ‘_'

know when I render a decision. Can't
tell in a minute. Good day."” {

With Tom out of the way, Jones had
office staff help him transform ‘the
“editorial den” back to its natural con-
dition. “Then  he sought Tom's father, teo
whom he told everything.

“I think we can break the young man's
fondness for humorous writing for a time
at least,”” he said. “Have him come
down here to your office tomorrow, and
I'll casually fh and see him.”

So the follo g day the second and
last act of the thrilling drama, *“Side-
tracking an ‘Ambition,”” was enacted.
Jones entered the office, and there, to
his “‘great surprise,” found Tom.

*“*Ah,” he said, *‘this is fortunate. I
want to speak about our affair of yester-
day, If your father—"

“Go ahead,” sald the father. ‘Tl get
out.”

“The Rib-Tickler likes your work,” be-
gan Jones. ‘“We are after new writers.
And you will agree that we are entitled
to the work of writers we find. You will
write for us?”’

Tom gave an affirmative reply.
was glory!

“We pay on publication,”” went on
Jones, “That's the worst feature of the
writing game. Big publications can af-
ford to pay on acceptance, but the Rib-
Tickler—why, no one knows of it, yet.
The only condition contingent upon our
accepting your writings is that you agree
to write for us, and for us only.”

Tom opined this would be all right.
He heard that famous writers entered
on a contract publishers.

‘““That’'s just it,”” sald Jones, enthusias-
tically. “You'll sign a contract not to sel
or submit anything to anybody else for—
shall we say five years?’

And so it was. Ten minutes Ilater
g‘nonu“ and Tom's father were clasping
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The Grasping Salt.

.M-\YOR GAYNOR at Washington Mar-
ket, where the Housewives’ League

ers that it won't do to be

Show them that piggishness of
Capt. 8Salt is not the touchstons of gue« -
ocess.

“Capt. Salt once behaved with consifiers
able heroism in & collision at sea, and
mmmyﬂabdtqmmm
a gold watch. Accordingly Salt was

invited to a board meeting, and there, in

of a skysc , amid a of miil-
lionaires wi white a
superb watch was duly presented
to the in a neat speach. .
“And how 4

beautiful watch it s
“;;wm- the chain that goss With




